becomes an iron sea at night: black, rigid under the liquid sky,
and ourselves fragile and liquid fleeing through It. The steward at
Las Viboras Is a man named Bailey: Chile-born, Mexico-bred,
Argentine for twenty-five years. He \velcomes us to a severe, grey
room where the fire burns In the hearth, and whisky and soda are
ready for us on the table. Never touches It himself,, he explains.
He and his wife, who is half Argentine, half English, join us at
dinner. The room Is all grey; grey, built-in corner cupboards, grey
panels, grey mantel on which stands a bronze of racing horses.
On the opposite wall Is a wash painting of an ostrich bleeding to
death on the pampa: horrible and beautiful.
At six5 Bailey wakes me, bringing into my room a lamp and a
stove, I remain in bed for three hours working on my lecture. Then
I put on bombachas and boots* and with a gaucho guide ride out
Into the pampa. The morning Is birds, steer, scampering ostricheSj
monies of tala. Immense sky. Invisible horizons. The sweet sweat of
my horse pervades ihe morning. We are one: body of horse and
body of mine, motionless within the world motion. On the way
back 1 meet Tota, who has gone galloping with Bailey while I
worked. I shave; we breakfast: and are off to Mar del Plata. Mr.
and Mrs. Bailey and their children stand under the row of eucalyp-
tus with the house behind them and wave us a good journey.
Victoria's villa was built by her father over sixty years ago? who
brought it, beam by beam, from England. It has long since become
part of Argentina: its great,, bare rooms warmed in winter, cooled
In summer by the wisdom of its furnishings. It stands in a walled
park. Outside, the pampa, suddenly perpendicular, in long green
lunges falls down to the sea.
We arrived in time for late lunch. Eight years ago I spent the
summer month of December here, working on a novel. It Is a joy
to find again Victoria's household: Fanny, the nurse, Jose, the
butler, Pepa, Antonio, the gardener and Ms wife: Intimate parts of
Victoria's life since her childhood, and until death.*
Late that afternoon I lecture on "New World Elements In the
United States5' in a movie house, El Odeon^ packed to the highest
balcony with a mixed public; shopkeepers, workers from the
fisheries, servers of the huge summer population. They listen with
a terrible silence that my few jokes fail to break. They listen as if
fascinated. Not giving themselves, not refusing: sceptical, yet
warm and somehow won by intuition of a good will In me that
corresponds to their own. This is a public not used to hearing
lectures.
Here at the Villa Victoria with us are Roger Gallois, the young
French refugee writer, and his wife. I work furiously at the new
lectures, seeing my friends only at lunch and dinner.
* Victoria once told me that if she lost ail hear money, she would have to share
her tenement room with these members of her household, because they would
Simply refuse to leave her.